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QINALD WHITNEY was no common crim- 
inal. No real dishonor had ever touched 
him. What wrong he committed had been 
done in the name of love. And history is 
filled with men who sacrificed everything - 
on its altar. 

What hurt him more than anything else 
was the disgusting fact that he was herded 
in the same room with outlaws of the most 

common and most dangerous type. 
For in the cell next to his cowered a man whose 

horny hands were steeped in human blood. 
In another cell a brute in human form crouched 

on the cot, whose bearded lips spit out blasphemy and a 
stream of foul language. He, too, was charged with 
murder. | 

All along the line on both sides of the narrow cor- 
ridor, criminals of the most despicable character awaited 
an early trial and the inevitable sentence. 

They seemed to get a degree of pleasure out of 
calling to one another and discussing the revolting de- 
tails of the deeds they had done. 

But in addition to unspeakable disgust and loath- 
ing, Donald was fast sinking into the morass of utter 
despair. For some reason he had been denied his free- 
dom on bond. 

Such a thing was unheard of. Either someone in 
authority was making a grave mistake, or he had an im- 
placable enemy in the prosecuting attorney. 

Perhaps the young American banker had himself 
to blame. He was too proud to appeal to the Paris repre- 
sentative of his government. Neither did he feel in- 
clined to enlist the aid of acquaintances and friends in 
the city. 

Replying to the suggestion of a sympathetic 
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police official immediately after his incarceration, he had 
said haughtily: | | 

| “T need no outside help. Please do not permit 

anyone to see me except Mr. Andres, my attorney, and 

- Mr. John Lewis, an old friend in charge of my bank in 

Richmond. All other visitors are unwelcome and least 

of all do I want to answer questions of meddling news- 

paper reporters.” Bes 

While Whitney had found plenty of reason to re- 

gret this decision, his pride and independent spirit had 

earried him through thus far. 

Mr. Andres had called on numerous occasions. 

But Donald always showed an inclination to regard the 

matter lightly. pe 

| He felt confident that his case would be settled 

speedily and favorably because of his standing in the 

financial world and former spotless reputation. 

He reckoned that his money would be the decid- 

ing. factor — which was a mistake. He made a worse 

mistake in not taking his wife and her activities into 

consideration. | 

Donald knew that Barbara was responsible for 

his arrest. He should also have known that she would 

show him no mercy. — | 

‘She was utterly vindictive in her desire for re- 

venge and she had millions in back of her. She had told 

him once that she would humble him to the dust if he 

offended her to the extent of preferring another woman 

to her. / 
He had done that very thing — and worse! 

And Barbara was making good her threat with 

a vengeance. 
Day after day passed without any sien of an early 

trial. Donald’s nerves were being shattered -by this 

process of waiting. 
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What made matters worse was Mr. Andres’ too 
obvious reluctance to discuss the possible outcome of the 
case. | 

“We must hope for the best,” is all this attorney 
would say when pressed for a definite statement. 

It was late one afternoon when the guard came to 
inform Whitney that a gentleman by the name of Mr. 
John Lewis was waiting to see him in the room provided 
in the prison for private interviews. 

That was good news indeed, and the unhappy 
young man’s face showed the quick ehanwe in him. 

“Please take me to him at once!” he cried. . 
trembling with joyous expectancy. “I have been waiting 
for his arrival for a long time.” 

The guard happened to be a man who had learned 
to understand human nature. In the performance of his 
duties he had seen human nature at its worst and at its 
best. 

He had an almost uncanny aptitude of picking 
prisoners worthy of consideration and sympathy. 

He never put the handcuffs on a prisoner whom 
he felt he could trust. An assurance that no attempt 
would be made to escape sufficed to avoid the humiliation 
of being led through the long corridor with shackled 
hands. 

In Donald Whitney he saw the gentleman the first 

day the young American came under his charge. He did 
not even require the usual assurance from him. 

“Very well, monsieur,” he said with a kindly 
smile. ‘Come with me.” 

In the reception room old John Lewis paced the 
floor in big restless strides. And there was a ee 
quivering about his lips. 

Within the next few minutes he ne ia face 
to face with the boy whom he had learned to love like a 
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son; the boy who had grown up to manhood and became 
a successful banker under his tutelage. 

When the door opened suddenly he stood stock 
still. Yes, it was Donald Whitney who entered — but 
what a change! © 

“John — John, my dear-old friend!” the latter 
cried as he rushed into Mr. Lewis’ wide open arms. “Oh, 
it is good to see you here. If I ever needed your help, I 
need it now.” 

| The old man was in the throes of an overwhelm- 
ing emotion and could not speak for a moment. 

“I — Iam glad to be here,” he stammered at last, 
his voice husky. ‘As soon as I got your letter I made 
preparations to come. I should have reached Paris a 
week sooner, but the steamer broke one of the propellers. 
It took us nearly fifteen days to cross.” 

“That doesn’t matter one bit,” answered Donald, 
stepping back and his hands gripping that of the other. 
“Now let’s sit down and talk.” 

As soon as they were seated, the young banker 
told his story. But he told Mr. Lewis very little that was 
new. For the old gentleman had been in conference with 
Donald’s lawyer before he:came to the jail. 

“T'll have to get out of this,” Whitney ended plead- 
ingly, “and you must help me, John.” 

- But John’s heart was heavy and his wrinkled face 
was grave. 

“You know I'll do anything for you, my boy,” he 
began, his voice still husky. “But I must tell you that 
your case is a difficult one to handle. I stopped in’ to 
see Mr. Andres, your attorney. His statements gave me 
little encouragement, for he feels sure that you will be 
convicted at the coming trial. And he is afraid that 
nothing can save you from several years in the peniten- 
tiary.” 
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Whitney turned white to his lips. 
“The — the penitentiary?” he gasped. ‘My God, 

I could not stand it!” 
Mr. Lewis patted the speaker on the shoulder very 

tenderly. 

“I know it will be hard on you, my dear lad,” he 
declared. “And TI’ll go to any extreme to prevent it. How- 
ever, we must not indulge in false hopes. Mr. Andres 
said that your case is one of deliberate bigamy without 
the least extenuating circumstances. 

“He intimated broadly that some person with im- 
mense wealth'is working against you, who that is——’” - 

“Barbara, my wife!’ Donald interrupted fiercely. 
“Oh, you need not tell me that, John. She has sworn to 
ruin me and I suppose she is about to succeed. To my 
dying day I shall curse the hour in which we stepped to 
the marriage altar. That woman is a fiend. She is— 
she is———”’ 

This Mr. Lewis interrupted. 
“Please don’t indulge in such language so far as 

Barbara is concerned, Donnie,” he protested mildly. 
“She is about the only person who can save you from the - 
inevitable.” 

“How can she save me, John?” 

“By coming to your aid instead of working a- 
gainst you,” the latter declared. “And she will if — if 
you plead with her for a reconciliation.” 

“No, Pll rot in prison first!” came through the 
young banker’s clenched teeth. 

Mr. Lewis’s kind countenance wore a troubled and 
disturbed look. 

He had expected an outburst like this. For a 
reconciliation between Donald and Barbara was utterly 
out of the question. 

What made the problem so complicated and ex- 
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tremely hard to solve was the cold fact that Barbara was 
the only person who could save her erring husband from 
along prison sentence. 

And there was not the least doubt in old John 
Lewis’s mind that this same woman — unless steps were 
taken to prevent it, would insist that the most severe 
penalty was inflicted. | 

The idea of seeing this boy, whom he loved like a 
son, sent to the penitentiary for several years, filled Mr. 
Lewis’s heart with sorrow. 

It could not be! It must not be! 
“Listen to me, my boy,” he began in the most 

gentle and persuasive tone. “I have seen a great deal 
of life in my time. I have known other unhappily mar- 
ried men fall in love with another woman. Your case 
is just one of the many. While it was wrong for you to 
make love to Joan Millard, yet the cireumstances which 
existed may be offered as an excuse. 

“Speaking in a strictly moral sense, you com- 
mitted a grave error when you made Joan your wife 
without first procuring a divorce from Barbara. Not 
that I blame you,” he added quickly. ‘““Not for a moment. 
Rather I give you credit for what you did. 

“You were too much of an honorable man to ac- 
cept Joan as a mistress, although I believe she would 
have come to you without a marriage ceremony. You 
provided a splendid home for her and gave her your 
name. 

“Now, dear boy, you might have known that this 
affair could not be kept under. cover for any length of 
time. Barbara was bound to hear of it, and she did. 
Seized by jealous fury she came to Paris to seek redress. 
You*said a moment ago that you would rather rot in 
prison than accept a favor from Barbara. 

“You may be assured that Barbara would rather | 
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see you rot in prison than continue to share you with 
Joan. Barbara had you arrested. She is straining ev- 
ery effort to keep you where you are. 

“T don’t mean to suggest that you should become 
entirely reconciled to her and renounce Joan. ‘This 
would be impossible because you no doubt hate her as 
much as she hates you. But at preserit you are the under 

dog. She’s got you just about where she wants you. | 

“T am not stretching it a bit — and I don’t mean 

to frighten you into doing a thing that is repulsive to 

you, but unless Barbara is induced to withdraw her 

activities against you, you will be convicted at the com- 

ing trial. I am told that bigamy is punished by a prison 
sentence from three to five years. 

“Riven three years at hard labor would break you, 

Donnie. You could never stand being treated like an or- 

dinary criminal. You would come out a man broken in 

health and spirit. Your enemies, and even some of your 

so-called friends would point their fingers at you with 

scorn. 
“In view of all this, don’t you think you owe it to 

yourself to send for Barbara and me 

“That’s enough!” Donald broke in vehemently. 

“T don’t want to see her now nor at any other time. I 

know you are working for my best interest, my dear old 

friend,” he went on, his voice becoming gentle. “But 

- what you suggest is simply impossible. 

“Tet me tell you this—” His voice rose again. “I 

am through with Barbara. I’ll accept what punishment 

is coming to me. But under no condition will I beg for 

mercy from her, for that is what it amounts to. 

“Thank God, I have at least two loyal friends left 

in the world. You, dear John are one of them, and 

Stephen Blanchard is the other. ' 

“Tn ease I am sent to the penitentiary, I ask you 
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to look after the banking business. Stephen Blanchard 
has promised me faithfully to spare no effort in finding 

Joan and the baby. I am not worrying about a single 

thing except those two. -As I said before, Barbara and I 

are thought.” 
The old gentleman bowed his head and a tear 

trickled down his wrinkled face. 
Obviously it was useless to make another plea. 

Moreover ‘the expression on Donald’s pale face did not 
invite it. And so with a heavy heart and tear-filled eyes, 

he held out his hand. i 
The few more words exchanged after that were 

pertaining to business and the finding of the two human 

beings Donald’s unhappy soul longed for. 
John Lewis took his departure utterly spiritless. 

The plan which he believed a success if carried out, had 

been nipped in the bud by Donald Whitney’s obstinacy. 

“God, I am sorry,” he murmured to himself as he 

was being escorted to the front exit of the prison. 
“Donnie will have to take his medicine now. And what 
horribly bitter medicine it will be! Three years or per- 
haps five in the penitentiary! He’ll never stand it. He'll 

never stand it!” 
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Chapter 58 

THE TRIAL 

NOTHER WEEK passed. Donald Whitney 
received another visit from John Lewis. 
The latter made another eloquent plea, 
‘which fell on deaf ears. Then one morn- 
ing Mr. Andres, Donald’s attorney, came 
and informed him that the date of the trial 
had been set. Mr. Andres offered no en- 
couragement except to say that. he “hoped 
for the best.” 

In the meantime the newspapers were making the 
best of the situation. The fact that young Whitney was 
well known in financial circles was responsible for long 
columns on the front page. 

One of the more aggressive reporters had suc- 
ceeded in learning all the details surrounding the case. 

He wrote a partly true and partly fanciful story 
about the young American banker’s love affair with © 
Joan, his previous unhappy marriage and domestic 
troubles. 

Donald was referred to as: “A modern Don 
Juan”. Other very uncomplimentary things burst into 
print — some of them obviously said with malice. And 
the worst of it was that public opinion united in con- 
demning Whitney. 

On the day of the trial, the latter was accom- 
panied to the Hall of Justice by a plain clothes police 
officer and Mr. Andres, the lawyer. 

The large room they entered was already crowded 
to its doors. Fashionably attired women were in the 
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majority among a sprinkling of men. Some of them 
gazed at the handsome young prisoner with admiration, 
while others snickered with evident dislike. — 

It happened that the case, owing to its import- 
ance and the standing of the defendant, was the only 
one on the docket. _ 

The murmuring of many voices was hushed wa 
denly when a door in the rear opened and Judge Le 
Coque appeared. 

For a few moments the silence was intense. But 
it did not take long before expectant tongues wagged 
again. All sorts of predictions were > made as to the out- 
come of the case. 

“T hope they send him up for life,” said one sour- 
visaged elderly matron to her next neighbor. “The idea 
of him forsaking a good wife in America and coming to 
Paris to marry another woman.” 

The next neighbor, a young and very attractive 
brunette, did not share the sentiment thus expressed. 

“T hope the judge frees him,” she answered, her 
nose tilted at an aggressive angle. “He does not look 
like a man who would deliberately break the law. I am 
sure he had a good reason for deserting his wife in 
America. Most American women are mercinary crea- 

- tures. I met quite a few of them.” 
| “And some American men, too, no doubt,” the 

older woman added with a sneer. 
“Yes, some men, too,” the younger returned 

quickly. “TI found them to be generous and good sports. 
Mr. Whitney must have been one of that type, for I 
heard that he rented a villa for the woman he loved 
and——” 

Further conversation ceased at the three succes- 
sive raps given by one of the court clerks. 

Everybody rose and the preliminary ceremonies 
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were gone through. One more sharp rap gave the signal 

to be reseated. And then the trial began with uhusual 

rapidity. - 

| “Myr. Donald Whitney to the bar!” called the 

prosecuting attorney. get 

Though his handsome face was rather pale, the 

young American banker appeared to be quite self-pos- 

sessed. 
-. He strode over to the railing his tall figure erect 

and his head high. Right behind him came Mr. Andres, 

counsel for the defense. 

In a loud voice the prosecutor read the charge, 

then he turned to Donald. 

“You have heard, Mr. Whitney,” he said, slant- 

ing a hostile glance at the latter. “Are you guilty of the 

charge, or are you not?” 

“T am guilty!” came the surprising words. 

For a second the silence was intense. Then a 

babbling of many voices caused the clerk to rap for 

order. 
‘My client pleads guilty, Your Honor,” Mr. 

Andres spoke up as he leaned forward. “But I wish to 

present an argument to show that he could not have 

acted otherwise under the existing circumstances. Mr. 

Whitney lived very unhappily with his first wife. She 

nagged him continually and made life miserable for 

him. | 
“Love is a thing that can not be bought for money. 

When it came to this young man here, he embraced it as 

you or I would have done. He had no dishonorable in- 

tentions. x 
“He went repeatedly to his wife and asked her to 

release him so that he might marry the girl of his choice. 

Each time he was refused and a bitter quarrel ensued. 
He 9 
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“Wait a minute,” the prosecuting attorney inter- 
rupted. “The person very much concerned is here to 
speak for herself. Mrs. Barbara Whitney, please, take 
the stand.” | 

Again intense silence fell as Barbara arose from 
one of the front benches and came to the front. 

She was dressed in the height of fashion, and her 
face was hidden behind a veil. With a defiant toss of her 
head she took the stand. 
3 Donald never gave her a glance. He did not care 
much what she might say. 

“Remove that veil, madam?” ordered the judge 
sternly. 

This seemed to ruffle Barbara quite a bit. The 
manner in which she complied with the peremptory re- 
quest showed how she felt about it. 

“Mrs. Whitney, please tell the court something a- 
bout your married life,” said the prosecutor. | 

Barbara commenced to speak in a high-pitched 
and rapid voice. She emphatically denied that she had 
nagged her husband or that they had been unhappy to- 
gether. 

She testified that their married life had been ideal 
until the other woman came between them. | 

“Did you ever meet this Joan Millard before your 
husband took her to Paris?” the prosecuting attorney 
asked. | 

“Yes, I met her,” Barbara cried, her cheeks 
splashed with the red of anger. “And I warned her to 
leave my husband alone. But she kept on making love 
to him. Finally they eloped to Paris together. You 
might know what kind of a hussy it takes to go through 
a marriage ceremony with a man who already has a 
wife.” 

Donald’s eyes flashed. 
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—“T object!” he exclaimed. “T object to the epithet 

applied to the person not present here. I am on trial, not 

Joan Millard. I will not tolerate the insulting language 

directed at her.” 
The young banker’s chivalrous defense of the girl 

he loved found quick recognition among the women in 
the audience. 

There was a sudden clapping of hands, which con- 

tinued until the clerk rapped repeatedly for order and 

silence. 
“If this happens again, I. shall order the room 

cleared,” threatened the judge. 
Quiet was restored almost immediately. 
“There is really no necessity to hear any wit- 

nesses,” Judge Le Coque continued. “The defendant has 

admitted that he is guilty of having committed bigamy. 

It is now up to the jury to find a verdict and I shall pro- 

nounce sentence.” 
During the next ten minutes the twelve men com- 

posing the jury listened to the judge’s address. He told 

them that they must decide as their conscience dictated. 

Donald Whitney’s lawyer had not expected this. 

He had been denied an opportunity to lay before 

the jury his client’s wretched married life with Barbara. 

He had felt sure he would be able to arouse their sym- 

pathy by citing certain incidents which included the fact 

that Donald had been sold to her. 
However, it was too late to ie now. As'is al- 

ways the case, the judge has the last say. And so the 

jury retired for deliberation. 
Mr. Andres tried to encourage the young banker, 

who sat in a chair with eyes staring at the floor. But 

Donald did not seem to hear him. In fact his attitude 

betrayed that he cared little what the verdict would be. 

Barbara had gone back to her seat and her face 
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was again hidden behind the veil. But its ghastly pallor 
shone through it. And she was obviously nervous. 

Whenever she glanced in the direction of her hus- 
band, a fiendish glow came into her eyes. 

_ This was her day. She was getting even with him 
at last. While she was uncertain as to the final outcome | 

of the case, the prosecuting attorney had assured her if 
that Donald would be sentenced to the penitentiary. | 

es | The big audience was permitted to talk while the 
| jury deliberated. But they did not get much of a chance. |. Sees 

A loud rap on the door behind which the jury had <e 
been secluded, announced that the deliberation was over. as 

A court official admitted the twelve men who came out 
single file and returned to their seats. 

The:foreman alone remained standing. _ ay 
“Have you found a verdict, gentlemen?” inquired ¢ } 

the judge. 
“We have, Your Honor,” the foreman replied. 

“Tt is here.” | 
A folded slip of paper was passed to the judge, 

who glanced over its contents without a sign of emotion. 
Then he rapped on the desk. 

“Donald Whitney!” he called. “Stand up.” 
_ And now the dreaded moment was at hand. Don- 

ald rose to his feet rather slowly. Mr. Andres’ reassur- 
ing hand was on his shoulder. 

“Donald Whitney,” the judge went on, measuring 
him with cold eyes. “A jury composed of twelve honest 

men has found you guilty of having committed bigamy. 
Do you wish to make a statement before sentence is im- 
posed upon you?”’ 

The unfortunate young man shook his head in 
silence. Finally he said: | 

“T have nothing to say, Your Honor.” 
“Then I sentence you to serve a period of five 
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years at hard labor,” said Judge Le Coque. “And I hope 

that this will be a lesson to other Americans who come 

to Paris believing that they can ignore our laws.” 

That ended the case. 

Donald staggered a little, but quickly recovered. 

He did not see the viciously triumphant stare Barbara 

shot at him. 
He did not hear the many remarks of people near 

him who disagreed with the jury and the judge. The 

matter was settled now. : : 

Slowly the crowd left the court. Finally no one 

remained but several officers who watched the prisoner 

closely, and Mr. Andres, the lawyer for the defense. 

~ “Byverything is not lost yet, my poor friend,’ the 

latter said, laying a sympathetic hand on Donald’s 

shoudler. ‘You have a right to appeal to a higher court, 

and if that, too, decides against you, an appeal to the 

President of France may free you.” 

Whitney smiled bitterly. 

“You — you don’t think for a minute that I would 

‘beg for mercy, do you?” he remarked. “I want you to 

know that I am an American who knows how to take 

what is coming to him.” — # 

Mr. Andres took him by the lapels of his coat. 

“Your spirit: of independence is admirable. but 

foolish, my young friend,” he said. “However, let me 

ask you this: have you ever seen the interior of a French 

penitentiary ?” ie 

No. Never,” came back glumly. 

“OF course, you didn’t,” the other went on. “If 

you had seen the poor devils confined either in cells or at 

hard labor, you would not take such a stand now. It’s 

worse than slow death. And I don’t want you to end 

your life in a prison like that. I shudder to think of 

you 99 
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“But what.can I do?” Donald broke in, his inter- est aroused. -“I have been sentenced and that is the end of it. I won’t appeal to a higher court and much less to the President of France.” os | 
The lawyer came a little closer and spoke in a whisper. 
“Well, you don’t have to do that,” he said. “There is still a way to avoid the penitentiary.” _ 
“What way is that, Mr. Andres?” 
“You may ask to be sent to Algeria, a French province in Africa,” the latter answered. “You can join the French-Foreign Legion if you wish, or you can do government work in some other capacity. At least you will escape the brutal treatment sure to come to you here in the penitentiary.” 
Donald took ample time to consider the sugges- 

tion. 

He realized that he would never be able to stand being herded with cut-throats and murderers. The very , thought was repulsive to him. 
Being engaged, even as a prisoner, in some occu- pation might help him forget at least some of his troubles. ’ 
The more he pondered over the idea, the more it appealed to him. He turned quickly to his attorney and spoke in a steady voice. 
“Tl go to Algeria in preference to being kept in the penitentiary here,” he said. | 
“Good!” exclaimed the lawyer, much_ pleased. “With your permission I will make the preliminary ar- rangements. I’ll get in touch immediately with the Sec- retary of the French Colonies. Your request, which will have to be made in writing, I shall lay before him. Ah, my dear friend,” he went on as he slapped Donald lightly on the back, “I am happy for your sake. 
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“The headquarters of the Foreign Legion in Al- 
geria are in the city of Tunis. A little money wisely 
spent will work wonders. Most of the officers can be 
bought. | 

“This ought to make it easy for you. With money 
and a little influence you may be made, what they call a 
‘trusty’, which means that you will enjoy almost as much 
freedom as any other man. You will be sent upon errands 
‘inside and outside the prison.” 

The young American banker nodded in agree- 
ment. There was at least a slight rift in the dark clouds 
of all his troubles. 3 

“Alright, Mr. Andres,” he assented with a forced 
smile. “You go right ahead and use your own best 
judgment. Ill make the request to be sent to Algeria in 
writing, and the rest I’ll leave to you.” 

What followed after that was mostly routine 
work. Donald’ Whitney was taken back to his cell to 
await the final disposititn of his case. 

Three days later he received the official informa- 
tion that he would, as per his request, be sent to Algeria 
with some other prisoners. 

| And then came the painful hour when he had to 
bid goodbye to John Lewis and Stephen Blanchard. 

Mr. Lewis came to see him first. This devoted 
and loyal old friend wept tears. Donald was forced to 
appear cheerful in order to quiet him. 

“Why, there is nothing for you to worry about, 
John,” he laughed. “I won’t see you for a few years, 
but what is that? I shall write to-you frequently and 
you must answer every one of my letters promptly. You 
will virtually become the head of my bank. For all of 

_ its affairs will rest in your hands. 
| “You must keep me informed of everything that 
transpires. And you must keep me supplied with money. 



There is a good chance that I may gain my release before 

_ the five years are up. So don’t make it harder for me by. 

looking utterly discouraged. Remember the old saying: 

‘Every cloud has a silver lining’.” — | 

| For over an hour these two friends were closeted 

= together. And when they parted at last, old John Lewis | 

seemed less worried. ue | 3 Pd 

Stephen Blanchard’s visit resulted in a somewhat es 

stormy interview. The impetuous and fiery young 

Frenchman was vitriolic in his denunciation of the man s 

who had prosecuted the case. a 

And he spoke in the same uncomplimentary terms 7 

of the judge. , | 

“It was a frame-up between them,” he declared. ie 

“And they were paid for their dirty .work.” aa 

“Be that as it may,” Donald answered in a tone ae 

of resignation, “it does not alter the situation now. I % 

have been convicted and sentenced. I am not the man a 

to squeal. I’ll take my medicine.” I am going to Algeria yes 
iP) and——— | 

“Yes, I know you are,” the other broke in fiercely. 

“And I am going with you. I won’t let them separate 

Weer. | 
Whitney was deeply touched by this unexpected 

show of loyalty. In fact he had some difficulty in check- 

ing the rush of emotion. As quietly as he could he re- 

plied: 
“Stephen, you are the best and truest friend any 

man in trouble ever had. Don’t think for a moment that 

I fail to appreciate this. But you must not even think 

about coming with me. Your mother needs you. Think 

of her. Of what use would you be to me in far off 

Algeria? None — absolutely none. 

“You must remain in Paris because this is the 

place where your presence might be of great help to me. 
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I shall have to depend upon you for the finding of Joan 

and our baby. Take them both to your home and keep 

them there until I return. : 

“You must watch over them every hour of the day 

and night. In doing that you will render me a service 

for which no amount of money can pay. No, my dear 

pal,”’ he ended, swallowing hard, “you can not come with 

me. You realize that, don’t you?” 

Blanchard bowed_his head in acquiescence. He 

averted his face as he listened to his unhappy friend’s 

final instructions. 
| 

And then he left, his heart filled with sorrow and 

a renewed determination to do all in his power to lighten 

Donald Whitney’s burden. 
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Chapter 59 

MIGNON FARAGET 

N THIS chapter we must introduce a new 
character in the person of Mignon Faraget; 
a young woman whose physical beauty had 
proven a curse instead of a blessing. It was 
She who became involved in a scandal in 
Tunis which nearly cost Count Felix Har- 
court, the Governor of Algeria, his position. 
But more of that in a later chapter. : 

Perhaps no other woman of her age, 
once upon a time, was better known in Paris than 
Mignon Faraget, the dancer. Perhaps no other woman 
was more admired by the opposite sex. 

There had been a time when she could have mar- 
ried the richest man in three countries. But this girl 
craved continuous excitement rather than wealth and a 
life of luxury and ease. 

However, like many other of hers and kindred 
professions, lacked the moral courage and good sense to 
discover. and fight the dangers which were flung across 
her path. 

é 
By degrees she lost her popularity on the stage and 

no theatrical manager cared to offer her an engagement. 
Mignon Faraget, incensed at thus being shoved 

into the back-ground and finally ‘discarded as a public 
performer, showed the ugly side of her character. 

She began to associate with a coterie of confidence 
men and known swindlers. This unfortunate associa- 
tion also brought her in close touch with other shady 
characters found in the underworld, 
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For the past four years Mignon had worked with 

Emile Braganza, who occasionally was proud to refer to 

her as “his wife”, if the occasion demanded it. 
Their favorite and most lucrative pastime was 

blackmailing — and other games of coaxing money out 

of unwary society matrons and their husbands. 

Mignon Faraget was admirably equipped for this 

occupation. Before going on the stage as a professional 

dancer she was a smart lady’s maid in a rich and fashion- 

ble household. | 

While holding this position her natural talent for 

deception and intrigue had been well developed. _ 
She had the fresh beauty of a guileless nymph, the 

mind of a Medici and the moral sense of a yellow cat. She 

* spoke with equal fluency English, French and Spanish. 

Within the last six months Emile Braganza and 

Mignon had had the misfortune of coming in contact 

with the police upon several occasions. But they had 

found a willing helper in Inspector Le Grand of the Paris 

secret police. | 

Le Grand was to the Paris police force what 

Lieutenant Becker was once to the New York police de- 

partment. They electrocuted Becker a few years ago 

for murder. | 

Becker also was in close touch with the under- 

world and accepted regular pay for protecting burglars, 

confidence men and all vicious outlaws. 

' And then when one of them threatened to tell the 

Police Commissioner, the man was shot to death one 

night. 
It seemed that Inspector Le Grand had not yet 

been face to face with a situation demanding such dras- 

tic action. He was being paid at regular intervals and 

without protest. 

| But sudden financial catastrophy, during which 



Le Grand’s entire small fortune was wiped out, caused 
him to adopt different tactics. He knew that Emile 
Braganza and Mignon Faraget were cashing in hand- 

. somely on every shady transaction. 
“T have been letting them off too easy,” was his 

mental comment. “I could send them both to prison for 
life if I wanted to. They’ll have to come across with a 
little more coin.” 

The result was that Emile Braganza received a 
note from the police inspector demanding five thousand 
franes at once. 

Braganza paid without a murmur. A month later 
another note asked for a similar amount. This also was 
paid. A third note less than two weeks later aroused his 
anger. | 

“Not another franc!” he muttered fiercely. ‘We 
are not going to be bled like that!” 

A written refusal to Inspector Le Grand brought 
a quick reply. 

“You'll either pay me or I'll send you and that 
pretty girl friend of yours to jail for keeps,” came the 

threat. 
When Braganza showed this note to Mignon Far- 

aget, she flew into a rage. 
‘No, not another centime, Emile!’’ she cried. “Oh, 

that pig!” 
Then for over an hour they dthamaeed the matter 

in guarded voices. They arrived at the conclusion that 

Le Grand had to be put out of the way without delay. 
“But how?” the girl queried, watching her com- 

panion through the corners of her eyes. 
“There is only one way,’ Emile Braganza told 

her. “It will have to be either a few inches of cold steel 

or a well directed bullet. But I can not risk the thing 

myself, I would be suspected at once And that would 
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be the end of me.” 
Mignon shook her lovely head. 

“That’s true enough,” she agreed. “You can not 

risk it. But who could we Ei 

“T have an idea,” her partner in crime interrupted, 

his deep set eyes lighting up. “We'll get someone to 

double for me. Find me an understudy, Mignon who, 

under my name and in your company, will pass for my- 

self for a few hours. Let him take you to dine at the 

Moulin Rouge, and I’ll do the rest.” 

The girl shot him a swift, comprehending glance. 

“Your game is to prove an alibi, isn’t it, Emile?” 

‘Hxactly, my dear.” | 

“That may not be as easy as you think,” she said 

rather doubtfully. “Besides, even if I managed to find 

such a man and persuade him to do all this, how do we 

know that he would keep his mouth shut, afterward ?”’ 

Braganza laughed. 7 

“Why, you goose. He will keep his mouth shut 

for his own sake. If he were to admit that he had been 

impersonating myself, he would be in great demand by 

the police. That can be made clear to him afterward, 

when I shall have established my alibi.” 

Mignon nodded, her dark eyes glowing. But be- 

tween her white brows appeared a little frown. 

Deeds of violence had at times been associated 

with her criminal activities, but this was the first occa- 

sion on which she had been required to assist even in an 

indirect manner at a deliberate murder. 

She had no scruples so far as Police Inspector Le 

Grand was concerned. As she'saw it, the man was far * 

worse than a thief and richly deserved to be put out of 

the way. | 
What Mignon Faraget objected to was the bad 

method; first because it seemed\unwarrantingly danger- 
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ous, and second, because she doubted that Braganza’s 
‘plan was feasible. 

“IT don’t think much of this idea of yours,” she 
declared after a long moment of thought. “You remem- 
ber our old friend Ivan, the Russian? He would have 
done it far differently. He would have turned Le Grand 
over to the gang in the Montmartre and made it appear 
as an apache job.” 

Emile Braganza drew down the corners of his 
wide mouth. 

“That is not worth while,” he retorted. “To begin 
with, I have no one that would dare tackle such a job. 
They are all afraid of Police Inspector Le Grand. I must 
do it myself. 

“T know all of his movements, and it can be done 
almost any night between nine o’clock and midnight. But 
it is indispensable to me that I prove an alibi. 

“My plan is this, to be precise,” he went on, low- 
ering his voice. “We must find a man who closely re- 
sembles me. You must persuade him to impersonate me. 
Tell him that your object is to have it thought that you 
are with your husband, whom he strongly resembles. 

“While at dinner arrange to have the waiter bring 
him a note addressed in my name. Later, when at the 
Moulin Rouge, have someone telephone Monsieur 
Braganza and let him answer. Make it worth his while. 

“Pay him if necessary. Later, when the business 
comes out in the newspapers, he will not dare say any- 
thing for his own sake. He can be given to understand 

-that, if he opens his mouth, we will swear that he was an 
accomplice. Do you understand?” 

The girl nodded her head repeatedly. 
“T understand.” | 
“And you'll go through with it, Mignon?” 
“Tl try my best.” 
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Braganza patted her on the shoulder. 
“That is spoken like a real pal,” he said as he 

kissed her lightly. “I knew I could depend on you in this 
crisis. We’ll fix Le Grand.” 

She clung to him for a moment. 
“You'll have to be careful, Emile,” she told him. 

“You are about to tackle a very dangerous job.” 
: “Leave it tome.” He laughed. “T’ll fix him with- 
out burning my own fingers.” 



Chapter 60 

ware aA 

BRAGANZA’S DOUBLE 

R. JACK TAILOR, of El Paso, Texas, sat be- 
hind a small table in front of the Cafe de la 
Paix and consumed with unflagging relish 
his third drink of bourbon whiskey, whilé 
his keen dark eyes missed not a single per- 
son of the pasing procession. They were 
an unusually fine pair of eyes, and very 
expressive. From the way in which they 
kindled when he saw a particularly chic and 

seductive young woman, it is to be inferred that Jack 3 
Tailor was feeling the need of feminine society. i 

Morover, he felt that he was fully entitled to 2 
gratify this craving. ee 

“Business before pleasure,” had for many years . 
been Jack’s rigid motto, and he had observed it strictly, 
even in that pleasure-city, Paris. a" ) 

But now his business was successfully transacted, es 
and he was richer by several hundred thousand dollars. 
He had disposed of a great part of his stock held in the 
French-Canadian Mining Company. 

- Consequently one may agree with him in his 
ithe rooted opinion that he was entitled to a certain 
amount of relaxation. 

| He wanted some kind of a lark and did not know 
how to go about it. Vulgar adventures were not in his 
line. What he craved now was romance with a large 
vi © hs 

And Jack Tailor was still young enough to enjoy 
romance. He was good-looking enough to suit the most 
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exacting woman. 
Although approaching his thirty-eighth birthday, 

he might easily have passed for a man in the early 
twenties. | 

His program for this particular evening was to 
dine in some gay restaurant, go to a show, then to a 
cabaret, and then to his hotel and to bed. The next morn- 
ing was to find him on the way to Cherbourg. 

Jack was about to rise and pay his bill when he 
saw what impressed him as the most ravishingly ex- 
ponent of female loveliness which the city had so far pre- 
sented to his admiring gaze. : 

The girl was exquisitely and expensively gowned, 
but free of paint and powder, and with none of the hard, 
searching gaze of the woman of the street. She was al- 
most abreast of Jack Tailor when she happened to glance 
at him. -Then their eyes met. 

Tailor, though far from being versed in the lure 
of female sirens, realized at once that the girl’s sudden 
change of expression was not affected. 

The look which flashed across her features was 
startled. It marked surprise and a certain eagerness. 

For the next brief instant, is seemed to hesitate, 
cast down her eyes, then looked again, and this time 
there. lurked an invitation rather easy to read. 

The Texan’s nature was not such as required a 
man with a sharp stick to prod him into action. 

He realized at once that this girl had taken him 
for an acquaintance, discovered her mistake, yet was 
puzzled to understand the striking resemblance, and 
might not be averse to having it explained. 

Here was exactly the kind of a romance Jack 
Tailor had been looking for. That was his epperiney: 
and he took instant advantage of it. 

“How do you do?” he said in a low voice, and with 
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a smile. “T have been waiting for you.” . ee 
As he spoke he stepped from behind his table. The 

girl hesitated. Again her eyes dropped and she appeared 
to be very much embarrassed, but yet determined to see 
the thing through. | 

ae “I — I took you for somebody else,” she said in 
perfect English. 

| “Oh, did you?” he laughed easily. ‘Well, don’t 
give it away. Come, sit down and tell me who you took 
me for. My twin brother, maybe. He is always doing c 
nice things for me.” He drew out a chair, and the girl 4 
slipped into it, then looked at him and smiled. <a 

“T never saw anything like it,” said she. “Who 
are you, anyway?” / F 

“Who did you think I was? 2” he countered. 
“T thought you were my husband who is in Nice,” 

the girl told him. “If it were not that you look so much 
like him I would not be sitting here talking to you.” She 
gave him a dazzling smile then went on: “I am sure you 
must be some relation. It can’t be possible that two 
people who look so much alike are not of the same blood. 
Are you,really an American?” 

“You bet I am,” he declared not without pride. 
“Well, Iam an American myself,” she fibbed, “al- 

though my name sounds Spanish. I am Mignon Braganza 
—Mrs. Mignon Braganza.” 

Jack Tailor bowed slightly, then introduced him- 
self. 

“This is a real pleasure,” he continued. “And we 
Americans ought to stick together in a wicked city like 
Paris. Can’t I offer you something?” 

“T would like an orangeade,”’ murmured Mignon. 
The order was promptly given. | 
“So you took me for your husband,” the Texan re- ‘- 

‘marked, looking the girl over admiringly. ‘Well, all I ae 
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can say is that I am mighty sorry you found out your 
mistake. Say, what kind of a man is that husband of 
yours to go away to Nice and leave a wife like you all 
te herself?” 

Mignon’s eyes filled with tears. 
“We — we had a quarrel,” said she. “We had not 

been here in Paris very long when he began running a- 
round with other women. Yesterday I told him what I 

thought about it and we had a fight. He packed his 
grip and left. I am almost sure he took some woman 
with him.” 

“Why the brute!” exclaimed Jack Tailor warmly. 
“T hope he did not leave you flat. Have you enough 
money for your immediate wants?” ; 

“Oh, yes,” she answered. “I’ve got money enough. 
It isn’t that what’s bothering me. But it is so lonely here 
all by myself. You see, Emile — that is my husband’s 
-name — is with a firm here in Paris that imports South 
American goods. Besides a few business acquaintances 
I hardly know a soul. 

“T have been walking around wondering what to 
do with myself, and when I saw you just now, I thought 
for the moment that it was my husband and that he had 
not gone at all——””. She caught her breath and touched 
her eyes with a dainty lace handkerchief. 

Jack Tailor’s eyes kindled as they rested on the 
drooping figure. 

He observed the delicacy of the girl’s complexion. 
His admiring and sympathetic gaze appreciated also her 
lithe, supple, and beautifully rounded form. 

His first emotion gave way to those of protecting 
chivalry. 

He intensely regretted that he was to return home 
on to-morrow. He was not entirely unsophisticated, and 
he did not believe that this young.woman was an ordin- 
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clared. “I suppose you think a lot of your husband, don’t 
you?” \ 

\ She shook her head in denial. 
“No, I don’t,” she answered. ‘Not after this.” 

“Why don’t you leave him and go back to your 

folk?” he suggested. | 
‘They wouldn’t have me,” Mignon replied. “Tran 

away from a convent to marry Emile. I realized my mis- 

take shortly afterward. Oh, I was such a little fool.” 

“Suppose your husband has gone for good?” Jack 

Tailor asked. “What will you do then?” 

She shrugged her shoulders as she answered: 

“Oh, I’ll get along. I have a good voice and I can 

dance. I could go on the stage. But I think he’ll come 

back. The worst of it is waiting here with nothing to do 

and nobody to talk to.” 
“That does take the pep out of you,” the Amer- 

ican admitted. “I have been up against the same thing 

these past two weeks. But thank the good Lord, I am 

over that now. To-morrow I shall go to  ailiaenied and 

board the steamer for New York.” 

“To-morrow?” the girl asked, with a sudden lift- 

ing of her long lashes. 
“Ves, I will be leaving the St. Lazare Station at 

nine-thirty.” He paused a moment, then went on with 

some haste: “Look here, Mrs. Braganza, what if we 

cheer each other up for the next few hours? We are 

both Americans and it won’t hurt anybody if we were to 

go to some nice place and have dinner. 

“T would enjoy it very much. After the dinner 

we could go to the theater. It will take your mind off 

your trouble for a little while. How about it?” 
’ Continued in next number 

“Well, it is pretty siti Mrs. Braganaa, ” he de-- 
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